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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

Written inside my Toyota CE as | waited to pick up my roomie at the Uni, then at home, and, finally, at my 
younger sister's house. Written, oddly enough, on my print-out of Screw the Daisies’ Verailja, which I'd just 
finished reading. 


Inspired by the video for "Work it Out," from the Siang aloum lie. it's around 199b]. Basically, the video features 
the boys goofing around inside a photo booth lined with TV monitors. And, if like me, you do pointless things 
when you're bored and you actually start counting how often each guy is inside the booth, you'll find that two 


certain someones do hog it. 


"The others think we're hogging the photo booth." 


Rick looks up at Viv. "Do they?" 


Viv merely nods, taking a hit from the crumpled fag he'd pulled out of his pant pocket. His back is against the 
left wall of the booth, long legs stretched out, crossed at the ankles. He reaches up one hand and bats at the 


blue privacy curtain, setting it swinging. It's a lazy motion. Not particularly concerned. 


Resting his head against the TV monitors built into the back of the booth, Rick closes his eyes, comfortable 
and drowsy. Cold glass and jutting metal nip at his neck 


"They could've just dragged us out," he says. 

As he speaks, he motions to Viv for the fag. Viv's hand extends across the short distance, and Rick takes the 
cigarette between two fingers. He inhales sharply, holds the taste in his mouth, eyes closed, then exhales 
slowly, slowly. Smoke snakes out, curling and flipping into languorous, arabesque shapes around his face. 

Viv says, "Weren't in here that long, were we?" 

"Twenty minutes, tops," Rick says. 

He tries to blow out a smoke ring, but only manages a weak little swirl. He watches it fade away toward the 
ceiling, lips pulled to the left in resigned disappointment. Viv chuckles, leaning forward to take the fag from his 
hand. 

"Here. Let me show ye how it's done." 

It's a perfect circle. Viv blows out a second, smaller one, lips rounded into a tight 0, eyes hooded as he 
watches it drift alongside the first. He says "It's all in the tongue, really, for me," as Rick threads his hand in 
between the disappearing shapes, smoke curling and dissolving into his wrist. Viv hands the cigarette back to 
Rick. 

"Are they still waiting for us?" Rick says 


"Pro'lly," Viv says, the corners of his mouth stretching upward. "Pro'lly think we're right bastards. But we had 
a right, didn't we?" 


Rick takes a slow drag, holding the nicotine in his lungs, one eye closed as he grins at Viv. "To a break? Fuck 


yeah." A column of smoke shoots out. "They had one too, didn't they? It's all breaks anyway.” 


"Phil was complaining about it," Viv says. He bats at the privacy curtain It flaps out once, swinging back into 
place before he bats at it again. "Trying not to, mind you. Complain. Sweet guy, Phil. But you know how it is. 
Videos. More waiting around than anything else." 


His Irish brogue soothes Rick, nestles comfortably in his chest, around his temples, all rolling Rs and Ls and 


that odd little lilt at the end. Rick nods and passes back the fag. 


"We should head out anyway," Rick says. He makes no move to get up. 


"Lets not forget to take the pictures." Viv jerks a thumb toward the slot on the outside of the booth. He 
stubs out the cigarette on the floor, knocking his fingertips together to remove the ashes. He stands slowly, 
still in no hurry, bone by bone, muscle by muscle. He snakes one arm outside the booth and takes the strip of 


2 x 2 black and white photos. 


Rick watches him. Viv's studying the photos, his face shifting from a frown to a smile to a chuckle to a 
curious, distant expression Rick can't read. Viv runs a hand through his mess of loose, thick curls, tapping at 
the back of his head. For a moment, he looks pleased with himself, a crooked grin and crooked teeth peeking 
out, but Rick can't be sure and then the moment has passed. 


Standing, Rick rubs his face, fingers running down the corners of his mouth. He slides his hand through his 
hair--combing out the tangles--before it comes to rest at the nape of his neck. He rubs idly at his skin as he 
looks at the TV monitors. They take up almost the entire back wall of the booth. His own distorted image looks 
out at him, multiplied, Viv behind him. They're all grinning. 


"We should put our clothes back on first," Rick says. 
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